iHATS    AND    PRETEXTS

To the bliss of eternal valleys ;
To awake my king in the morn.
To embrace Ahania's joy
On the breadth of his open bosom ?
From my soft cloud of dew to fall
In showers of life on his harvests,
When he gave my happy soul
To the sons of eternal joy,
When he took the daughters of life
Into my chambers of love.

WILLIAM  BLAKE.

A Rapture

I will enjoy thee now, my Celia, come
And fly with me to Love's Elysium.
The giant Honour, that keeps cowards out,
Is but a masquer, and the servile rout
Of baser subjects only bend in vain
To the vast idol ; whilst the nobler train
Of valiant lovers daily sail between
The huge Colossus' legs, and pass unseen
Unto the blissful shore.   Be bold and wise,
And we shall enter ; the grim Swiss denies
Only to fools a passage, that not know
He is but form, and only frights in show.

Let duller eyes that look from far, draw near,
And they shall scorn what they were wont to fear.
We shall see how the stalking pageant goes
With borrowed legs, a heavy load to those
That made and bear him ; not, as we once thought.
The seed of Gods, but a weak model, wrought
By greedy men that seek to enclose the common
And within private arms impale free woman.
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